
Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
This Lime-Tree Bower 

My Prison
Well, they are gone, and here must I remain,
This lime-tree bower my prison! I have lost

Beauties and feelings, such as would have been
Most sweet to my remembrance even when age

Had dimm'd mine eyes to blindness! They, meanwhile,
Friends, whom I never more may meet again,

On springy heath, along the hill-top edge,
Wander in gladness, and wind down, perchance,

To that still roaring dell, of which I told;
The roaring dell, o'erwooded, narrow, deep,

And only speckled by the mid-day sun;
Where its slim trunk the ash from rock to rock

Flings arching like a bridge;—that branchless ash,
Unsunn'd and damp, whose few poor yellow leaves

Ne'er tremble in the gale, yet tremble still,
Fann'd by the water-fall! and there my friends
Behold the dark green file of long lank weeds,

That all at once (a most fantastic sight!)
Still nod and drip beneath the dripping edge

Of the blue clay-stone.
 

www.poetryfoundation.org 1



Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
This Lime-Tree Bower 

My Prison
Now, my friends emerge

Beneath the wide wide Heaven—and view again
The many-steepled tract magnificent

Of hilly fields and meadows, and the sea,
With some fair bark, perhaps, whose sails light up

The slip of smooth clear blue betwixt two Isles
Of purple shadow! Yes! they wander on

In gladness all; but thou, methinks, most glad,
My gentle-hearted Charles! for thou hast pined

And hunger'd after Nature, many a year,
In the great City pent, winning thy way

With sad yet patient soul, through evil and pain
And strange calamity! Ah! slowly sink

Behind the western ridge, thou glorious Sun!
Shine in the slant beams of the sinking orb,

Ye purple heath-flowers! richlier burn, ye clouds!
Live in the yellow light, ye distant groves!

And kindle, thou blue Ocean! So my friend
Struck with deep joy may stand, as I have stood,
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My Prison
Silent with swimming sense; yea, gazing round
On the wide landscape, gaze till all doth seem

Less gross than bodily; and of such hues
As veil the Almighty Spirit, when yet he makes

Spirits perceive his presence.
A delight

Comes sudden on my heart, and I am glad
As I myself were there! Nor in this bower,

This little lime-tree bower, have I not mark'd
Much that has sooth'd me. Pale beneath the blaze

Hung the transparent foliage; and I watch'd
Some broad and sunny leaf, and lov'd to see

The shadow of the leaf and stem above
Dappling its sunshine! And that walnut-tree

Was richly ting'd, and a deep radiance lay
Full on the ancient ivy, which usurps

Those fronting elms, and now, with blackest mass
Makes their dark branches gleam a lighter hue

Through the late twilight: and though now the bat
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Wheels silent by, and not a swallow twitters,

Yet still the solitary humble-bee
Sings in the bean-flower! Henceforth I shall know

That Nature ne'er deserts the wise and pure;
No plot so narrow, be but Nature there,

No waste so vacant, but may well employ
Each faculty of sense, and keep the heart

Awake to Love and Beauty! and sometimes
'Tis well to be bereft of promis'd good,

That we may lift the soul, and contemplate
With lively joy the joys we cannot share.

My gentle-hearted Charles! when the last rook
Beat its straight path along the dusky air

Homewards, I blest it! deeming its black wing
(Now a dim speck, now vanishing in light)
Had cross'd the mighty Orb's dilated glory,

While thou stood'st gazing; or, when all was still,
Flew creeking o'er thy head, and had a charm
For thee, my gentle-hearted Charles, to whom

No sound is dissonant which tells of Life.
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Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
Kubla Khan

Or, a vision in a dream. A Fragment.
 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan
A stately pleasure-dome decree:

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran
Through caverns measureless to man

   Down to a sunless sea.
So twice five miles of fertile ground

With walls and towers were girdled round;
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;

And here were forests ancient as the hills,
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!

A savage place! as holy and enchanted
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted

By woman wailing for her demon-lover!
And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,

As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,
A mighty fountain momently was forced:
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Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail:
And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever

It flung up momently the sacred river.
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion

Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
Then reached the caverns measureless to man,

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean;
And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far

Ancestral voices prophesying war!
   The shadow of the dome of pleasure

   Floated midway on the waves;
   Where was heard the mingled measure

   From the fountain and the caves.
It was a miracle of rare device,

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!
 

   A damsel with a dulcimer
   In a vision once I saw:
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 It was an Abyssinian maid

 And on her dulcimer she played,
 Singing of Mount Abora.
Could I revive within me

   Her symphony and song,
   To such a deep delight ’twould win me,

That with music loud and long,
I would build that dome in air,

That sunny dome! those caves of ice!
And all who heard should see them there,

And all should cry, Beware! Beware!
His flashing eyes, his floating hair!
Weave a circle round him thrice,

And close your eyes with holy dread
For he on honey-dew hath fed,

And drunk the milk of Paradise.
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Alicia Ostriker 

 
Utopian

My neighbor’s daughter has created a city
you cannot see

on an island to which you cannot swim
ruled by a noble princess and her athletic consort

all the buildings are glass so that lies are impossible
beneath the city they have buried certain words

which can never be spoken again
chiefly the word divorce which is eaten by maggots

when it rains you hear chimes
rabbits race through its suburbs

the name of the city is one you can almost pronounce
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LEWIS CARROLL

 
Jabberwocky

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

All mimsy were the borogoves,
      And the mome raths outgrabe.

 
“Beware the Jabberwock, my son!

      The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun
      The frumious Bandersnatch!”

 
He took his vorpal sword in hand;

      Long time the manxome foe he sought—
So rested he by the Tumtum tree
      And stood awhile in thought.

 
And, as in uffish thought he stood,

      The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,

      And burbled as it came!
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One, two! One, two! And through and through
      The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!

He left it dead, and with its head
      He went galumphing back.

 
“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?

      Come to my arms, my beamish boy!
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”

      He chortled in his joy.
 

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

All mimsy were the borogoves,
      And the mome raths outgrabe.
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